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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
a : 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seenm——LADY MONTAGUE. 


Political C in aes an ye itical «( eoatvir > . © : “ oT ° . ° . 
- Litics: Pas juinades an t f olitica! Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as tothe person and habits 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”.—CROKER’S NEW WHIG GUIDE 
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CUTTING OFF MOTHER CHURCH’S EXCRESCENCES. gout. The Bishopric Polypus is being sawed away by the know- 
ing Lyndhurst; Surgeon Peel is tapping off the pluralism, while 
Army-surgeon Wellington, with military quickness and nerve, ts 
| chopping away the venerable family gout, which has so long pre- 
| cluded the old dame from any active exertion. ‘Save me from ms 
| friends,’ Mother Church is groaning out—while Mr. William King 
| is aghast at this first work of the firm he has just re-established. 
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he generpus Seymour, witha patriotic ardour unequalled since | ¢ “< \\ rs SS 
the days of Curtius, has abandoned all selfish considerations, and . WN 
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yielded to our request, for his countrys sake, Again he wields the 
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satiric pencil, and corruption trembles to its very base. His first 
peace offering to Figaro 1n Lonpow, is the rich etching onr 


readers now gaze upon with laughing eyes. Alas! for Mother 


THE CITY FLARE-UP. 
To be voted a liar by a majority of twenty-six, is an honour 
unexampled in the annals of civic magistracy. The manly 


Church ! the good ald lady has dropped into Downing Street to 
have a little chat with her old friends, the state quacks, again 
established in their old places—and they have persuaded her to 
try their remedies to cure her pluralist dropsy, and her cathedral 


Vor. IV 
G. Cows, Printer, 153, Newcastle Street, Strand 








: 
~ 


e 


independence and honourable consistency of that patriotic book- 
seller, Effingham Wilson, who is seen kicking out the ass, is in 
strong contrast with the shuffling and sneaking tergiversation of 
Lord Winchester. Sir Peter Laurie himself (et tu, Brute!) cried 
out, ‘ Mind your pockets,’ as the Mayor disappeared, and not one 
word would the dirty-fingered contractors, the plundering stationers, 
the swindling bill-brokers, or the roguish stock exchange thieves, 
who compose the City Aristocracy, venture to say in defenca of 


their worthy representative the great Lord Winchester, 


THE INTERPRETER. 





The Devil Correcting Sin. 


Lord Castlereagh.—To the democratic and revolutionary spirit, which, with | 
unbridled violence, is stalking abroad—as long as I have an arm to lift, or a | 


leg to stand on—so help me heaven! I will give my most strenuous opposition. 
(It is impossible to convey, by words, any idea of the rapturous sensation 
predominant in so crowded an assemblage at this declaration.) —Times. 


That any spawn of the vile Castlereagh-breed should feel an /| 


innate hatred to even a whisper of reform, is not to be wondered 

This male excrescence of that filthy family, whose founder 
was a pedlar,—this thing, whose uncle was a traitor to hiscountry, 
and whose father is the dandy of sixty, the ‘ too-bad’ Lord Lon- 
donderry—dares to place himself in opposition to a united country. 
We recollect him, when in London, without ‘ a leg to stand upon,’ 
worried by bailiffs, eand xchequered by Vestris—a thing of curls and 
cane—a pattern for puppies—and hired as a shew: block for tailor’s 
who united with monstrous precocity the follies of 
youth, with the full-blown vices of manhood, and the disgusting de- 
bauchery of maturer years—and now he is down upon the County 
of Down, and comes back to London upon the principle of * set a 
thief to catch a thief’—a law-maker, where formerly he was a 
law-breaker. 
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Royal Gallantry. 


“ Atthe dinner given at the palace Brighton, to the Prince Augustus of 
Portugal, (the Duke de Leuchtenberg,) the King proposed the health of the 
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Queen of Portugal, upon which, the Prince proposed the health of the Queen | 


of England, when the King, with his accustomed gallantry, proposed the 


health of the Queen of Spain, saying, with great good humour—‘ We all drink | 


the healths of the three Queens,’ which was drank with great enthusiasm by 
all present.”’—Atlas, 


This is fine loyal humbug for the stupid dédas—ua paper of great 


size, but little sale—of much pretension, but of no merit! What, 
What gallantry! What refinement! What courtesy! What 
a conjugal compliment of our uxorious monarch, is the putting to-, 


wit ! 


gether the (at any rate) virtuous and respectable, however peevish 


and meddling Adelaide, with the Queen of Spain, the most pro- | 


fligate woman that ever disgraced a throne, and the Queen of Por- 
tugal whose precocious—but we will rake up no more Court scandal. 
What is the plain English of this twaddle? 
wine, and none the worse for having a woman to recommend it— 


so he took three glasses instead of one—and that’s the inter-' 


pretation. 
The 


‘* The Sarah, Captain Cormick, from Virginia, brought above 150 emigrants 
which she took off the Henry, bound from this port for New York. They had 
been fifty days at sea, when the vessel, which was an old one, became so leaky, 
that there was no chance of her swimming much longer. Just at this awful 
crisis, the Sarah hove in sight and took the unfortunate passengers off the 
wreck. There was not time to save the luggage or provisions before the 
Henry sunk.’’— Liverpool Chronicle. 


True Destructives. 


The infamous avarice of the owners of the Feary should be 
exposed. Why are not their names placarded in the newspapers! 
Is the Liverpool Chronicle afraid to do this? Let it send, them to 
the fearless Figaro. Here are one hundred and fifty lives perilled 
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|in a leaky old vessel, that the owners may fill their pockets with 
| the passage-money. They insure the vessel at Lloyd's, and when 
| she sinks, pocket the insurance-money. Crimping for the planta- 

tions in the olden times, was nothing in cruelty to this plan of 
emigration. Whocan forget the Amphitrite transport, and her 
‘hapless lading? We doubt not, the Liverpool scoundrels who own 
the Henry, hold up their heads on ’Change as honest men, and well 
'to do in the world—that they talk about destructives, and shake 
| their heads at the result of the elections, and make speeches about 
attacks upon property, and go to church—and that their families 
| subscribe to Missionary Societies, while they murder, by whole- 
| sale, their poor fellow-creatures on the high seas—al/ in the way 
| of business—thinking it, doubtless, a praiseworthy action thus tc 
| thin the surplus population. 


The Poor--The Police—and the Poor Laws. 

That ‘a niggar him bad massa,’ is a proverbial expression in 
| Jamaica---and that those who are raised from a state of poverty 
' themselves, to comparative sufficiency and petty power, are most 
| cruel to the poor—is unquestionably proved by the police reports 
| of the last few weeks. ‘ You mustn’tcome to the parish,’ says the 
| Poor Law—* You mustn't get your living,’ says the policeman to 
| the poor apple-woman, who, cold and shivering, stands through an 

inclement day, hoping to procure honestly for her children, that 
evening meal, of which, with a mother’s heart, she has deprived 
herself all day. She sees the dashing daughter of the purse-prouc! 
| tradesman, opposite whose gilded shop she holds her humble 
| basket, clothed in silks, and wrapped in furs—she hears the tunetul 
piano-forte jingling a merry waltz—she sees the happy faces of the 
family, while the cheerful fire blazes through the crimson curtains— 
and sighs to think of the cold, cheerless hearth of her back garret, 
and the starving child left to the care of its ragged sister. A cus- 
tomer stops, her heart beats with pleasure; (reader, we do not ex- 
aggerate, tis of a mother we are speaking,) those halfpence will 
purchase a comfortable meal—when up steps policeman Grab-em, 
202, G division—rosy-faced, warm-coated, full-bellied, and pom- 
pous---seizes on the basket and its bearer, and consigns her to the 
| station-house. And this little scene of domestic tragedy is acted every 
day in this great metropolis. Is it to be wondered at that the poor 
feel a bitter, vengeful hatred against the rich—that the power t 
do wrong, and the will are considered synonimous? and what con- 
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| sequences are to be expected from such feeling, when 
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the toxin of 
'an angry and aroused people shall sound the downfall of a pam- 
pered, heartless, and pitiless aristocracy / 


Pecuniary Patriotism, 


‘Sir Kubert Wilson transacted business at the Foreign Office 
fur the Ionian Islands.’’—Court Circular. 


previ us 


his dej arture 


| This little paragraph tells the tale of a political life. Sir Ro- 
bert Wilson, who was the principal promoter of the broil between 
the soldiers and the people, which occasioned the death of Honey 
and I'rancis—who secret directions to entrench the 
streets, and tumble over carts, dig ditches, and otherwise obstruct 
the passage of Queen Caroline’s funeral---for we know he did this— 
Sir Robert Wilson, who used to humbug the Southwark electors. 
with a new hat,—who, with buttoned-up coat, and military front. 
| declared himself ready to march and fight in the great cause, * tor 


issued his 


| which Hampden bled, and Sydney perished on the scaffold :"— tor 
| waom a generous people subscribed ten thousand pounds tu remnu- 


nerate him for what they thought he had lost in their cause—t« 
whom the Whigs, notoriously ungrateful as they are, repayed his 
arrears of pay, and whom they reinstalled in his 
turns himself over to a Tory Government—a military despotism, 
and sells himself, with patriotic profligacy, for an appointment 
Governor of the Ionian Islands. Such are the defenders of the 
people—such their friends! They raise them 


rank—rats. 
an 


from the ordeal of 
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poverty and obscurity—they elevate them on their toil-woru 


shoulders to honour and station—and these patriots, like the full- 
fledged bird, which flies from its parent's nest, forgetful even of the 
tenderness which nursed and reared itethese political ingrates, 
at the first smell of place and pension—throw away all friendship 
for the people—wipe out all remembrance of their former pro- 
mises, and “ transact business at the Foreign Offize on their depar- 


ture for the Ionian Isles.” 





THE GOOD OF THE POOR. 


A new Song of the Figaro in London. 


‘Sir James Graham said, that the Church of England was supported by 
the Rich, tor the good of the Poor !”’—The Times. 


Tune—Gee ho, Dobbin. 


When Ryder rode out with his pistols and swords, 
And shot her poor boy at the widow's own door; 
t wasn’t a murder,—to use Jemmy's words, 
’Twas for Church and for State, and the good of the Poor 


Chorus.—Sing whack fol de rol, fire away my brave boys, 


Forthe Church and the State, and the good of the Poor ! 


Our big-bellied Bishop, he feasts upon plate, 
Our Vicar, balf drunk, drives the poor from his door, 
Our Rector, he pockets the tithes, small and great, 
While our Curate starves on—for the good of the Poor. 


Chorus-—=Sing whack fol de rol, drink away, my brave boys, 
For Church and for State, and—the good of the Poor! 


My Lord’s uncle’s a Bishop, and proudly he rides, 

With ten thousand a-vear, and a few thousand more, 
My Lord’s nephew’sa Vicar, and something beside. 

And a Rector, his son—for the good of the Poor ! 


Chorus.—Sing whack fol de rol, vote away my brave boys, 
For Church and for State, and—-the good of the Poor 


/ 


Phen away with Reforming, and meddling and stuff, 
Your preaching, and praying, and Methodist bore ; 
Give our Bishops and Rectors but just rope enough, 
And they’ll soon hang themselves—for the good of the Poor ! 


Chorus.—Sing whack fol de rol, pail their legs, my brave boys, 
For Church and for State, and—the good ef the Poor ! 


THE ROYAL SHILOH. 


‘ A report has been current, during the last two days, concerning the state 
ot the highest female personage in the realm, which, ¢f true, must excite the 
highest interest.’—Morning Herald. 

What can thismean? Is Adelaide very ill? isshe going to die? 
does the dull Herald think the people of England likely to rejoice 
at herdeath? Fie! Grandmamma—this is too badl But, the 
Gods avert the omen! does the //erald mean to insinuate that 
the Queen, having long had the Royal William at her command, 
is about, at last, to have a Will of her own ? The Gods protect 
us from another litter of the German breed! But, perhaps, the 
Morning Herald, when it whispers about the highest female per- 
sonage in the realm, means some sly satirical allusion to the dan- 
rerous state of Mother Church 


? | 
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We are indebted to Lady Mary Winchester’s prolific pen for the 
following neat jeux desprit on this interesting subject, or rather 
sovereign :— 
Hear both Sides. 
The courtiers with amaze are wild,— 


Good God! Her Majesty's with child ! 
| It’s very strange and queer, I vow: 
| Sut so it is—the Lord knows //ow(e)! 


The New Creation. 
The King looks big—the courtiers chatter— 
Her Majesty feels very ill: 
God bless me! what can be the matter ’ 
His Majesty has made a WILL! 
We have left eightpence for her Ladyship, at our publisher's. 


BREVITIES. 


| 


A la Militaire. 
The Electors of Middlesex were about right, in sendiug the 


Captain to the right about. 
Measures not Men. 


The Tories, by this time, have rued (rood,) measuring their 
strength by the poll, (pole.J)—The (h) ell would be more suitable 


for them, 
Nothing New. 


The friends of the present administration, tell us that Peel is 


brilliant statesman. He is generally considered a /tght character 


| A Puff. 
We recommend the use of Rowland’s Macassar 
considering the bare state of their polls—(poles.) 


? 


to the Tories 


The Devil Sick. 


The Duke of Wellington is seriously indisposed 
[It is said, that erhibitions of the Russell Purge, during the time of 


the recent election, has produced a powerful effect on his Grace’: 


Reform 


— TT () 


system. 


A Bitter Pill. 


recommended ditters by his 


His Grace of Wellington has been 
bodily physician—his State physicians have applied the 6itfer pi! 
of Church Reform. 

Fashionable Movement. 

The Archdeacon, Ryder, to Rathcormaec on a p(h)easant shoot- 
ing excursion. 

An Out-Rider. 

‘ Who is this Archdeacon Ryder,’ said Peel to Phillpots—‘ don't 
vou see,’ said the spouting bishop, ‘ he is a rider to the Irish Tithe 

siti.” 
A Peeler. 

The new Ministerial measure for paring away the excrescences 
of the Chureh—is called the measure for Peeling the Chutch 





THEATRICALS. 





| La Somnabula, at Covent Garden, is a great treat. Templeton 
| has amazingly improved; and his ‘ laudable ambition’ will even- 
| tually entitle him, when Braham really dies, to the rank of our 
| first English tenor-singer. Miss E. Romer sings with so much feeling 
and sensibility, that the envious comparison betwecn her power of 
voice, and Malibran’s is lost in the delicacy and energy of her 
acting. She sings sweetly, but not strongly ; and Templeton is 
certainly the lion of this opera. As for Seguin, his voice is like a 
fine-toned, double-bass-viol, played upon by an unskilful hand,—he 
} 


} 


wants expression, sentiment and soul in singing--~-and is mere 
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walking musical snuff-box—that jingles on just asit is screwed down 
for it. “Off to the Continent’ was so thoroughly settled by 
Figaro, last week, that the manager has withdrawn it, This is as it 
should be; and while Bunn is obedient—Figaro will be mer- 


“17ui. 

The Adelphi Theatre continues to be so crowded, that a notice 
has been stuck at the Pit door, requesting gentlemen who may in- 
tend visiting that part of the theatre, to shave off their whiskers 


previous to admission—every inch of room being a matter of con- 


( 


sideration. 

Mitchell coniinues to prove a host in himself at the Strand 
Theatre. This pleasant little house begins to be unpleasantly hot, 
so densely packed is the audience. The Man withthe Carpet Bag, 
as performed by Mitchell, is equal to any part acted by Liston.— 
And now for Mrs. Wavlett. She has left this theatre, and we 
should like to know when she intends to put into execution the 
threat of ‘ horsewhipping Figaro,’ which she made at the Lord 
Chamberlain’s office last week. That she can do so, if she pleases, 
who can doubt, when we already see her possessed of the manly 
qualities of drinking and swearing. We ourselves are, however, in 
a longing condition, until this affair ‘ comes off,’ as they say at 
Newmarket. A box on the ear from a woman is generally consi- 
dered as a challenge to a kiss, and a horsewh:pping from Mrs, 
Wavlett (as a far more striking proof of regard) must of course be a 
hint for some greater favour. Poor Mrs. Waylett, with that unpa- 
rallelled flashy-genteel Brummagem fashion which ske affects, ex- 
pressed her intention of driving down to the Publisher’s in her 
carriage (?) and horsewhipping him! but alas! Mrs. Waylett has 
no carriage, and—unutterable woe! she herself, like her phantom 
horses, has gone to grass, there to remain until legs like a drayman’s, 
a voice like a hoarse flute,a temper like Xantippe’s, and impudence 
like the devil's, shall again be destderota on a London stage. 

Mrs. Nisbett is sadlv in want of a stage manager at the Queens’ 
Theatre. At present the economy of her stage, and the arrange- 
ment of her dramatis persone, savonr too much of amateur ma- 
nagement. Dancers caper on the boards before the appropriate 
music has commenced, and actors entangle themselves in situations | 
and positions on the scene, without knowing how to get off. Clari, 
the Maid of Milan, was dreadfully murdered by a stout, middle- 


minor part, unconsciously proved himself (as was observed by a 
Elton’s Romano was 
not too intemperate in passion, nor too whining in the sub- 
lued parts; but Mr. Elton should avoid flourishing a pocket hand- 
kerchief; the grief and emotion of a mandoes not go off, like a | 
ir is there any pathos in the humidity of | 


voung Figaro in the gallery) a very devi. 


Pood , 


child's, in blubbering, | 
the nasal organs. We wish to know Mr. Elton’s reason for PEO | 
nouncing virtue as virtoo ; Mr. Elton of course has some reason for 
this innovation, Miss Vincent made her first appearance in Ves- | 
pina: the circumstances to which we allude are unlappily not of a | 
merely private nature; so that we shall not violate the deeeney of | 
private life, by stating our opinion, that with the brightest gem of | 
woman—her virtue, Miss Vincent has lost her beauty and chief 
attraction. The laughing eve, the bright and careless light which 
shone upon her youthful face, the sun-beams that plaved in her 
fair hair, have faded and has lost all ‘the girl.’ and 
is only the woman—zehose woman is unluckily too notorious. Her 
” Livete, her archness, having lost their innocence, have lost their 


gone; she 


charm, and degenerate into a pretty pertness, and a merely acted 
She looks thinner and paler, and sorrow, as_ the poet 
to have shaded her fair brow. 


merriment. 


beautifully expresses it. seems 


On a Large Sheet of Double 


| 
| 
aged matron named Hooper; and a Mr. Angell, who performed 
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| Captain Addison's new piece, ‘ The Moon's Age,’ was sheer babble 


and trashy nonsense ; and Mr. C. Pitt, who was to represent a 
gentleman, disguised as a footman, by no means looked the 
character, as he seemed absolutely not genteel enough for a foot- 
man. Barnett hada slight character, intended by the author as a 
quiz upon D*Orsay; what he had to do, Barnett did well; but 
D Orsay has nothing to fear from such a caricature as this, which 
in its utter failure turns the reflection of folly upon its author. This 
theatre, if care is not taken, will smash itself, by the supereminent 
folly of the managers acting their own productions. 

Our attention has been called to Mr. Campbell's egregious 
attitudinizing at Sadler’s Wells. We will pay him a visit. 


NOTICE. 


. In consequence of the immense de nand, our last Number, with the Fou: 
Caricatures of ‘ Before and After an Election,’—and ‘ In and Out of Piace.’— 
is reprinted, and may be had at every bookselier’s in the habitable globe. We 
regret, extremely, that any disappointment took place last week; but it was 
Impossible for us to calculate upon selling more than 200,000 copies in one 
week, We have caused the Caricatures to be resengraved three times. and a 
ten-horse power engine is engaged to work our Printer’s Machine for this 
occasion. 


In consequence of Sir R. Peel’s impudent assertion, our next Number wil! 
contain a Caricature, by Seymour, of 


The Three Tailors of Downing Street, 
The public having patronized Figaro 1N LONDON—FIGAR®O is about t 
return the compliment, by patronizing the public in his next number but 
one, the 14th of February, when he purposes presenting his readers wit! 


ie 
SIX CARICATURE VALENTINES. 
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Crown, about the size of the 


with Ullustrative Letter-Press, and 


40 CARICATURES 


by the illustrious Seymour, the redoubtable Cruikshank, and the no 


celebrated Hornevold. 
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